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But oh, the irony.. 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t mean to offend anyone with this. Sorry if there are any mistakes, english is not my first language. 


GN\'R doesn\'t belong to me. YET. 


You were lucky. Just too lucky. A friend of yours worked at that particular place in your city that held a Guns 
N' Roses concert. And she had the backstage pass. And also managed to get you one. 


Your head was telling you non-stop to be cool, but your hands couldn't follow the orders. They were trembling 
just as much as your legs, and you were thinking about what a nice drum tab you could write based on your 
current heartbeats. Your friend had that shit eater grin, not that she wasn't nervous, no. She just wasn't as 
much as you. And it's always funny too see others acting stupid. 


But you stop caring about that when you see it: A glimpse of copper, long, straight hair. Bare arms showing of 
his tats, holding his skelleton leather jacket on one hand and a drink on the other. He is laughing, loud, profusely, 
talking to a short blonde lady that seems to be a friend of his, and has been such for a long time. If your 


brain could process anything at that given time, you'd be jealous, but it was just too focused on not letting 
your body die out of the flutter. It's kind of funny how everything seemed to get blurry and dark, everyone 
acting like they were put in slow motion. You can barely distinguish your friend presenting you and herself to 
Axl Rose. And by the way, when did you get so close to him? 


You wonder if he'll be pissed off. | mean, you might just have interruped the most interesting conversation 
EVER. Maybe that chubby shortie have had fights with nazi polar bears while wearing a thong and well, that's 
way more entertaining than talking to two random fans. Is he going to hit you? Nah, he wouldn't beat a girl. At 
least not one he isn't married yet, you guess. Is he going to hit.. ON you? Okay, now that's just too optimistic. 


But he smiles as soon as he hears your name. And that smile combined with those happy and slightly drunk 


green eyes made you question all the bad things you've ever read or listened about him. 


"Well, and I'm Axl Rose. You probably have seen me somewhere." Yeah, somewhere. Like TV. Magazines. Books. 
Records. Your wet dreams. He laughs as he shakes his drink to mix it up a bit more, changing the glass to his 


other hand. 


"Nice to meet you" he continues, as he extends his now free hand to shake yours. You think you just might 
stop breathing for a moment there. You don't want to look like an obssesed crazy fan, but it's such a weird 
thrill you're feeling right now, face to face with your idol, and just about to actually touch him. It's a whirl of 
emotions you just don't know how to control, and as he finally shake your hand with a strong grip, you can't 
help but to let a few held up tears fall down your rosy cheek. He looks confused and surprised. Your friend 
looks as confused, they stare at eachother -blonde weird woman included- and you feel the atmosphere 


growing a little uncomfurtable, which makes you even more embarrassed than before. 


But Axl quickly smiles (that smile that could light up an entire stadium) as he had had a great idea and starts 
singing softly: 


"Don't you cry, tonight.. There's a heaven above you, baby." 


But oh, the irony.. That's when you break down completely. 


